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Article 46

The River . ..
Strong, muddy arms stretch to the sea,
Long, blackened arms, bulging with life,
Embracing a tree and tearing it free,
Life-laden arms stretch to the sea.
Clean, gentle arms stroking the land,
Quiet, graceful arms, weaving a mat,
Growing warmer each day, thin and grand,
Smooth, lovely anns stroking the land.
Dry, withered arms pleadmg with spnngs,
Brown, twisted arms cracking with plague,
Ulawmg in bed where a cricket sings,
Ugly, dead arms pleading with springs.
Tired, pale arms waiting at rest,
Bleak, weakened arms stiff with chill,
Thickening with crust and watching the west,
Still, hoary anns waiting at rest.

. . . L. A. Diebold

First Fall ...
The radio whispers praise for their devotion,
But now they merely stare and nod.
Regret displaces any fond emotion.
The panel light becomes the eye of God.
She weeps for mother and thou shalt not.
He thinks of pigs he once saw on a farm.
Pigs are free because they cannot plot,
Nor do their kisses end in harm.
The homeward drive is taut as any race.
Sighs pound the windshield like the sea.
Time, who locked them in their first embrace,
Returns the damaged apple to the tree .

. . . John Murphy
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